

fA fleafant conceited- Ccmedie'. 

Sir"? doinuite you too,you fhall not fay me nay *.paucaverb<d 
Away, the gentles are at their game, and we will to our re- 
creation, Exeunt* 

t Enter 'Bercwne with a paper in his hand, aim „ 

BeroVe. The King he is hunting the Deare, 

I am coutfing my felfe. 

They haue pitcht a T oyle, I am toyling in a pyteh, py tch 
that defiles ; defile, a foule wordc; Well, fet thee downe 
forrow; for fo they fay the foole layd, and fo fay I, and I the 
foole: Well proued wit. By the Lord thisLoueisas madd 
as Aiax jit kills Sheepe,it kills mee, I a Shcepe well prooued 
agame a my fide, 1 wifi not loue; if I do hang mec sTfayth 
1 will not, O but her eye t by this light, but for her eye, I 
would notloueher; yesfor her twoeyes. Welhldo nothing 
in the worldbut lie, and lie in my throate, By hearten I doe 
loue, and it hath taught me to rime, and to Be raallicholie: 
and heereispartof my Rime, and he arc my raallichoiie. 
Well, flie hath one a’my Sonnets already,the Clowne bore 
it, the Foole fentit, and the 'Lady hath it : lweete Clowne, 
fweeter Foole, fwectefl Lady. By the worldc,! woulde not 
care a pin,if the other three werein. 'Heere comes one with 
a paper, God giue him grace to grone. 

He jlmd.es a; fide. T he King entreth. 

King , Aymce! 

Be. Shot by hcauen,pt oceed fwcet Ciipid^hou haft thumps 
him with thy Birdbolt vnder the left papp tin fayth fecrets* 

King, So fweete a kifle the golden Sunne giues not, 

T o thofe frdli morning dropps vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beatnes, when their fr-efhrayfehaue fmot* 

The night of dew that on my cheekes downe flowes. 

Nor fhines the filuer Moone one halfe fo bright. 

Through the tranfparent bofomeofthe deepe. 

As doth thy face through teares of mine giue lights 
Thou thinft in euerie teace that 1 do weepe, 

No drop but as a Coach doth carrie thee; 

So ridelf thou triumphing in my wo. 

Do but beholdc the teares that (well in me, 

And- they thy glotic through my griete will fhowS 
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called Loues Labor’s left. 

But do not loue thy felfe,then thou will keepe 
JVly teares for glafles,atid flill make me weepe. 

O Qncenc ©fqueenes,how farre dooil thou excell. 

No thought can thinke,nor tongue ofmortall tell. 

Flow fhall (lie know my griefes? lie drop the paper/ 
SweeteleauesfhadefolJje, Who is he comes heere? 

Enter Longamll. T he Ktngfieps a fide » 
What Longatttll, and reading : Men eare, 

‘Berow. Now in thy likenefle, one more foole appeare. 
Long. Ay race! I am forfworne, 

Berow* Why he comes in like a periure, wearing papers# 
Long , In loue .1 hope, fweete fellow Hup in fhame s 
Ter* One drunlcard loues an other of the name. 

Long. Am I the firft that haue been periurd fo? 

Ber. I could putrhec in comfort, not"by two thatl know. 
Thou makeft rhe triumpherie,the corner cap offocietie. 
The Ihape ofLoues Tiburnc,thac liangcs vp Simplicitie. 

Long. I feare thefc ftubbome lines licke power tomoae,' 
O tweete tAdaria, Empreffe ofmy Loue, 

Thefe-numbers will I teare,and write in prole, - 
3<r. O Rimes are gardes on wanton Cupids hofe. 
Disfigure not his Shop. 

Thttfarae-fhaU go. He reades the Sonnet. 
^Did not the heanenly Rethorique of thine eye, 

Oainlt whpm the world cannot holde argument. 
Perfwade my hart tothis falfe periurie? 

a ix7 eS ^° r e ^ ro ^ c deferue not punifhment. 

A Woman Iforfwore, but I will proue. 

Thou being a GoddelTe,! forfwore not thee. 

My Vow was earthly, thou aheauenly Loue. 

V 7 gr3CC S ainde > CUIes all difgrace in mee. 
Vowesare hut breath, and breath a va F oure is. 

ExhalffH/ Wbkh on earth dooft fhine, 

hxhalfl tins vapour.yow in thee it is: 

If broken then it is no fault of mine; 

» by mee broke* W hat foole is not fo wife, 

*T>1° TK- e “ ?*: t0 winn a Parradifc? 

• ** This is the lyuerveine, which makesfiefh a deitie. 

ftj * AgreeUe 
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